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After working with the Rutgers Review for 
a year and a half, it’s my time to move on. 
Although it'll be sad not working with the 

Review anymore, | know it will be left in good 

hands. Our current Assistant Art Director, 
Jeff, will be taking over my position next 

semester. | know he will do a great job and 

bring the magazine to the next level. 


Good Luck Jeff! 
-Kelly Holechek 


Editors’ 
Letter 


$000HHOOHOOOOHOOOO000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000000OOOOLY 


Whoa. 


Last issue of the semester, and my Rutgers Review career, 
time to get a little weepy. I’ve made some really good 
friends sitting ‘til 11 o'clock on Mondays or Wednesdays in 
aroom full of quirky, anti-mainstream, hella spunky writers 
and colleagues. I’m going to miss that in the real world. ve 
watched the paper grow from Adobe Photoshop boxes to... 
this: a legit publication I will always compare to the Village 
Voice. Because always, the Rutgers Review has been about 
voicing issues, topics and media that should be addressed 
and talked about: we are people who have the initiative 

to seek that invisible information and share it, but also to 
inspire you, our readers, to do the same. In saying that, I 
hope the evolution of the Rutgers Review will only continue 
to adapt to the times, because from what I’ve seen in my 
two and a half years slash five semesters- the world needs 
more shit like the Rutgers Review. At least, Rutgers does. 


Peace out! 
vichel le 


Merichelle Villapando 


Modern Slaver 
in the United States 


Mark Hansen 
contributing writer 


We all know what slavery is, I won’t BS you about that, but I think 
higher education school systems place the concept of slavery in a time 
when our country was underdeveloped in its views on equality. Slavery still 
exists, and every single year, more than 17,000 individuals are trafficked 
into the United States to become slaves. How can this be in this day and 
age? According to findings made by the Human Rights Center of UC 
Berkley, over 45% of all slaves trafficked into the United States become 
prostitutes (a third of which are under the age of 18). These are startling 
statistics, especially when some of these slaves ironically find themselves 
in Washington D.C., the birthplace of the Emancipation Proclamation. 
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Let it be known, that none of these individuals sign themselves away 
to slavery knowingly. These modern day captors use the potent “American 
Dream” as their instrument to convince misinformed foreigners. After 
having been promised education, high paying jobs, and opportunities upon 
arrival, the soon-to-be slave will usually give money to their soon-to-be 
captors in order to arrange for travel to the US. While some foreigners pay 
to go to the US under false pretenses, usually foreigners are paid to “work” 
in the United States. While the average slave costs $90 (the amount these 
foreigners are paid to “work” in the United States), it will vary depending 
on age, health, strengths, and beauty. In some countries, such as Ghana and 
Cameroon, you can acquire a slave for as low as 
$75. That’s right, slaves are cheaper now than they 
were at the height of the triangular trade- the cost 
equivalent today would be $40,000. 

After arrival, slavery becomes apparent 
to the victims when they receive death threats 
and notice their life conditions deteriorating as 
their pay checks go directly towards paying off 
an always increasing debt at incredible interest 
rates. But perhaps, it might even be when rape 
and bodily harm are inflicted upon them, that 
they realize the situation they are in. Even though 
the world community has nearly extinguished 
legal slave labor and the US government funds 
140 programs to eliminate trafficking, slavery 
has reincarnated itself within 90 US cities. With 
domestic slavery on our doorsteps, one NGO, Free 
the Slaves, says the best way of preventing slavery 
in your neighborhood is by being involved in 
your neighbor’s life. While community awareness 
is paramount to solving this problem, this raises 
the question of personal privacy and what degree 
of responsibility a neighbor has in the lives of 
others. Would you want people meddling around 
in your lives because they suspect you of having 
slaves? Where do we draw the line and will this 
incentive for interaction between neighbors make 
communities stronger? 

In 2002, Long Island resident and 
international perfume maker Mahender 
Sabhnani and his wife Varsha Sabhnani housed 
two Indonesian “servants” in their $2,000,000 
residence. The couple is now in jail for a combined 
total of 14 years and 4 months after evidence 
was presented showing how the couple punished 
their domestic slaves with umbrellas, canes, and 
knives after the servants were caught scavenging 
the garbage for food. But the Sabhnani family 
is not alone. Economic disparity amidst global 
economic crises also fuels the slave trade. Today, 
approximately 12.3 million individuals are 
enslaved throughout the world. Legislation and 
good intentions cannot stop global issues unless a 
proactive community-based movement is initiated. 
Our willpower cannot slacken with such a simple, 
yet important problem literally on our doorsteps. 


THI 


Andrew Sheldon 
music editor 


“You know who you look like?” she slurred as she pulled 
her mouth out of the red solo cup in her hand. I waited in eager 
anticipation. “Dwight!” I shot her a confused “Jim” look. 
“From The Office.” She was now yelling, but her friend was 
shaking her head in disagreement. “No,” she said forcefully, 
looking like a bobble head in a tube top. “Do you listen to 
Weezer?” I had been drinking, but I’m pretty sure she added an 
extra “e” or two. “Well, I don’t think that’s accurate,” I 
offered. “What do you mean?” mumbled the one with the 
curly hair. “It just doesn’t seem right.” “In like--” Something 
behind me caught her attention. ‘“--A Utilitarian sense? Or 
are you a Kantian moral philosopher?” she asked. No one was 
more surprised than I was. “No. It doesn’t seem right as 
in,” I stopped, realizing the importance of choosing my words 
carefully, “an accurate way to describe my physical appearance.” 
Kk ok 
Waiting for a response to my knocking, I could see my 
reflection staring back at me from the winter glass in the front 
screen door, left in out of season. In an attempt to conduct 


myself with an air of professionalism I had taken a large chunk 
of my guitar-teaching money and dropped some serious flow on 
the cheeriest of button down shirts and casual dress slacks, but 
the stranger staring back at me was forcing me to second guess 
such a strategy. My student’s father opened the door. “Oh. 
Don’t you look sharp,” he commented. I smiled, feeling a little 
“You look like a young 


“Thanks,” I said. 


I didn’t, and I still don’t. 
2k 2k ok 


stupid. 
Elvis Costello.” 


I'd been having trouble reading the board in 
my second period math class. Being the age of 13, I’d just 
discovered the hilarious oblivion of Late Night with Conan 
O’Brian, and decided to write my vision problems off as the 
lack of sleep I was now getting. After a few low test scores, 
my teacher decided to move me to the front of the room, 
and suddenly my increasing grades brought my eyesight 
in to question and I was sent to an opthamologist. 
Glasses were the last thing I wanted. I worried about wearing 
them on roller coasters, leaving them behind after a summer 
swim, and the valuable CD space the case 
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Glasses 


would take up in my backpack. The physical act of 
wearing the glasses didn’t phase me, however: Pd 
worn sunglasses before and was quick to remember 
how easy it was to forget the frames resting on your 
nose. The big grey era was style. With my round 
face, the woman at the glasses outlet suggested oval 
frames or something rectangular. As a result, she 
placed a handful of subtle wire frames with small 
oval lenses that seemed to be barely there. Then, 
my eyes caught a glimpse of a pair of thick rim 
glasses that remained on the shelf. “Can I try 
those on?” I asked. “Sure,” she said uneasily. I 
walked over, put the frames on my face and looked 
in to the mirror. “Oh, look at that,” she said as 


she 


walked 
up behind 
me. “You look 
just like Buddy Holly.” 
Her comment made me roll 
my eyes and wish that she were 
the one who resembled Buddy Holly -- 
sitting on an ill-fated airplane. 
Kk k 
I heard my roommates yelling 
upstairs so I went out into the hallway 
to see what was going on. “Did you 
see that, Sheldon?” I heard Brian 
yell from upstairs. “What?” 
I yelled back. I hear the sonic 
intervals in Ryan’s high-pitched 
laughter. Apparently something 
was fucking hilarious. “You were 
on South Park,” Erik said in 
between chuckles. “What?” I 
repeated. “There was a kid 
who looked just like you in the 
background of one of the shots,” 
Ryan explained from one floor 
up. “It was the funniest part of 
the show.” At my computer 
the next day, I streamed the new 
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000-Wee-000! 
I look just like 
BUDDY HOLLY 


episode again with an eye peeled for my construction paper doppelganger. After two commercial 
breaks, I finally caught a glimpse of the character that had been assigned the identity of my South 
Park avatar: A boilerplate looking South Park extra with brown hair and no other facial features 
other than a pair of thick-rim glasses. I sighed in exasperation. 

Not all people in thick-rim glasses look alike. 


MOHT OUT 


Eric Weinstein 


~ A CREEPER S 


N the rutgers review 


culture editor 


Someone who struck me as wise, 
once recommended I stand on a corner for 
several hours and just interact with strange 
people. Through such interaction with my 
environment, he explained, I would cut 
through the meat and bone of our society 
and see what people were all about, or 
better yet, what they do when they just see 
some random guy on the corner. I sipped 
my warm beverage and agreed noddingly. 
It seemed to make sense. This guy was 
essentially describing the work of an 
ethnographer. Not a big deal. 

“Nah,” I thought, U] never just stand 
on the corner and look at people. That’s 
a pretty weird thing to do. But his advice 
circled in my head for a month or so, and 
one night I eventually gave in to a terrible 
pang of curiosity. Perhaps it would be 
worth it... 

I arm myself with a box of cigarettes, 
a lighter, a list of house parties my 
housemate has assembled for me, and an 
internal map of New Brunswick’s sixth 
ward. I’m well equipped to deal with 
anyone’s night-on-the-town needs, I tell 
myself, and then I mosey on down to the 
corner of Hamilton and Easton. It isn’t 
until around 10:30 that I begin to see signs 
of life. 

Tiny packs of students begin 
walking in line formations along the 
avenue, recanting their tales of the night 
before. (“What did she say?”/ “I told him 
to get his pizza’”’/ “I can’t believe you 
punched him in the face”/ “Fantastic, 
Bro.”) 

Things are uninteresting at this 
point, so I retreat back to my house where 
I can sit on the porch and gauge the nights 
potential. My housemates ask me what my 
plans are for the night. I tell them, and they 
become uncomfortable. 

“That’s creepy, man.” 

“T know, right?” 


Feeling unwelcomed at home, I return 
to the corner, where a car almost hits a guy 
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who runs into the street. Honks and hand 
gestures are shared and our hero crosses 
the street... 

“Fuck,” he tells me. “Did you see that 
shit?” 

“Yeah, you almost got hit by a car.” I 
tell him. 

“Everybody’s drunk,” he advises me. 
“You got a cigarette, by chance?” 

Our hero becomes Vincent from 
Manalapin. He’s visiting his boy on 

street. Vincent tells me 
his story, but it somehow becomes 
complicated and finally ends with 
abandonment at the Grease Trucks. 

“You know street?” he 
asks, and I point him in a direction. 
Vincent walks off, but only after he pees 
on a house. 

“Fucking Juice, ” he cries. 


Not more than 15 minutes pass before 
a platoon storms my corner. It’s made 
up of about 16 females and around nine 
males. 

“Dicks everywhere!” one male shouts. 

“FUCKING DICKS,” comments 
another. They are disillusioned since they 
didn’t meet the ratio at Sig Ep. 

“Look at all these GIRLS!” one of the 
males shouts as he prepares to do some 
jumping jacks. The frustration is visceral 
and the girls look unsatisfied, and cold. 
One of the party members checks his 
phone, he just got a text message. 

“We’re going to Street!” he 
announces and they depart...but not after 
I bum out nine cigarettes and point them 
down the road. 

“Are you sure I can have this bogue?” 

“Sure.” 

“Do you have a light?” 

“ae Sure.” 


It seems that I can measure my new 
wisdom in empty cigarette boxes. At that 
point, I decide it’s time to buy a parmesan 
sub. 


The Fist Pump. 
The Blow Out. 
The Over 
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Welk be awkward whine and the grossest part of your 
Seaside i JS wee- oe! Butt think it’s time | come forward and tell the truth 
find home . re dé = ae sss] OS: SOME sVES, some, really aren't that bad. 

urbandicti¢ Jathetic exeuse fo “TRey-all di@_net’start this Way, and contrary to popular depiction, 
a male, no alan descent, but | have më andful who aren’t white and who do not inexplicably 
most likely; suali Native 10 the New York/ K drunkenly at you in casual conversation. For instance, my one 
New Jersey fri-Stateyairea’s We know what ommate, soon to be guido, used to be really skinny. Only after he 
a guido is, bu we know who a guido is? obtained large muscles and gained forty pounds via alleged steroid 
Like really nou n? do, In fact | lived with use, muscle powder, and iron pumping, did he start to transform. 
them, partied with therh, and oh my God, | even His gentle smile turned cocky. His soft hair turned hard and gel- 
dated one. (Without a blowout, with the chest like. Finally, he stopped wearing regular t-shirts and only wore wife 
hair). I’m not proud. Guidos get a pretty bad rep beaters- the ultimate sign that something was amiss. And | don’t 
anywhere, even when people don’t know what know who to blame. Was it the fact that he was Italian with sprouts 


a guido is, they make a face at the sound, a of chest hair that made the transformation inevitable? Was it the 
fact that he lived in New Brunswick, a toxic environment whose bar 
Dz aalg scene and guido overpopulation helped to shape him this way? Or 
P was it really, deep down, his true identity? Perhaps he was always 
A gow timple a guido waiting to be released onto a world were guidettes would 


holler at him? 

Because truth be told, | believe guidettes are perhaps more of 
the ‘threat’ to normative society than guidos. Guidettes are simply 
wanna be Playgirls and Hooters women who couldn’t make it big. 
Guidos create comic relief for everyone around us. Think about 
it. Whole sites have been dedicated and can thank their success 
upon the guido lifestyle, from the “My New Haircut” youtube video, 
to hotchickswithdouchebags.com and guidofistpbump.com — sites 
whose pictures garner discussions about who you don’t want to 
look like. We love to laugh at the guido so much, that MTV has 
capitalized on this phenomenon and is launching “Jersey Shore” 
this December, soon to be on par with the classics of trash and 
reality TV. 

Oh, to be a guido, is to be a part of a culture that is a Jersey 
original. To be a part of a counterculture that the world doesn’t 
accept. In that sense, guidos can be beautiful, and sadly yes, they 
can be human, too. 
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Art by Irene Geller 
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The Theater, 


The Drama, 


The Beauty, 


Ine sport 


Edward Reep 
contributing writer 


There is something immensely beautiful in 
athletics. There is something graceful and satisfying 
about watching physical competition. Some look 
at a sports statistic like a batting average and call 
it a number, but I say a statistic is a work of art, an 
achievement that can stand on its own, to be admired 
and gazed upon. A good game between two good 
teams is a like a detailed painting-- every flawless 
execution or clutch play another shade or texture. 

Organized athletics, thought not often viewed as 
such, is a performance art, just like theatre, music or 
dance, except they are not scripted or predetermined. 
They are competitive. They are about the clash of 
different artists, each flexing their own physical and 
mental skill. The purpose of all art is to entertain, to 
teach lessons or to comment on society, appearing 
in athletics as stories of underdog teams overcoming 
titans. 

Consider the Giant’s Super Bowl victory 
against the New England Patriots. Not only was 
it an exciting game in which two evenly matched 
teams battled for the highest honor, but it was also 
a metaphor for life. It demonstrated to Americans 
the painful truth that just because someone is the 
“best” at something does not mean they will achieve 
the best outcome. The Patriots were the best team 


= in football, clearly demonstrated by their perfect 

= winning record and incredible individual statistics. 

= However, in the one game that would matter most, 
another team who had not shown its worth nearly 
enough, snatched away victory with David Tyree’s 
near superhuman catch in the fourth quarter. Though 
a happy ending for New York fans, objectively, it 
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was a tragedy. The Patriots fell from 


grace and ost the empire 
of sweat and \blood they 
had built. > X Whether 
it was A { their _ 
own flaws 4 
finally bubbling 

over, or the 

Giants finding 


inspiration, the best 
team was denied 
the fruits of their 
labor and doomed 
to be a footnote. It was 
Shakespearean, and it was 
beautiful. 

One could venture 
a step further than just 
calling sports a form of 
performance art. One could 
say any type of conflict or 
physical struggle is art for 
the same reasons. Next time 
you watch an athletic event 
view, consider what is below 
the surface of the experience. 
Consider its inherent beauty, 
like the clash of two colors in : 
a painting, swirled together 
and each vying to catch the 
eye of a passerby. 


The Reunion: 
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Andrew Sheldon 
music editor 


HBO’s Curb Your Enthusiasm has always performed 
a balancing act between reality and fiction. This might 
stem from creator Larry David’s writing habit of jotting 
down little notes on social events that happen to him 
throughout his day. As a result, the star of Larry David’s 
Curb Your Enthusiasm is fictionalized portrayal Larry 
David, as played by Larry David himself. 


The cast of supporting characters only further 
blurs this line. Most supporting and recurring characters 
play themselves or characters who share the same first 
name: Cheryl Hines plays Larry’s wife Cheryl David, while 
Larry’s agent Jeff Greene is performed by Jeff Garlin. Jeff's 
fictional big-mouth wife Susie Greene is played by mild- 
mannered Susie Essman. Comedian Richard Lewis and 
actor Ted Danson frequently appear on the show, playing 
skewed versions of themselves. 


rom an outside pers 
j 


men could work t 


It’s David’s talent of skewing these lines through his 
narrative that really makes Curb shine. Perhaps the most 
famous example of this is the iconic character of George 
Castanza of TV's Seinfeld, who was based on David. This 
nuance has carried throughout his tenure as writer/star of 
Curb: And when he and his wife of fourteen years went 
their separate ways in 2007, Cheryl finally decided she was 
done with fictional Larry. This is where Season 7 picks up 
the narrative of Larry David's life. 


Unhappy with his current relationship, Larry devises 
a scheme to win Cheryl back: He will write a Seinfeld 
reunion about George Constanza trying to win back his 
wife Amanda, a part he promises to Cheryl. Luckily for 
the Curb audience (and HBO), the plan involves getting 
the entire cast of television icons together. Episode 3 
(titled The Reunion) brings the cast of Seinfeld together 
on the same television program for the first time since the 
lackluster Seinfeld finale in 1998. 


Much like Richard Lewis or Ted Danson, the 
cast appears as fictionalized versions of themselves, 
antagonizing Larry through a series of miscommunications 
and differentiating perspectives. Jerry Seinfeld shines 
in a way he never did on his own show. Through seven 
seasons of Curb, never has David respond to an actor with 
such sincere laughter as he does in his scenes with Jerry. 
From an outside perspective, it becomes obvious how 
these two men could work together to create one of the 
most influential television series of all time. 


Michael Richards also shines like never before, 
finally being given the opportunity to break the career 
hindering Kramer mode. In his first scene on Curb, 
Richards sits quietly across the table from an over- 
excited David who sounds like a used car salesman as 


he sells him the idea of a reunion. Richards sits in quiet 
contemplation, awkwardly glancing around the restaurant 
at the pictures of naked women that hang on the walls. 
Another wonderful segment has Richards addressing his 
racist outburst of three years ago as a result of a series of 
miscommunications too intricate to ruin in a review. 


But nothing quite blurs the line between fiction and 


reality quite like when Larry and Jason Alexander (famous S 
for his portrayal of George) meet within the world of Curb. @ 
The result is something like what might happen if two of = 
the same person were to bend the limitations of the space- & 
time continuum and cross paths: Total catastrophe. In S 
the final episode of the season, Larry finds himself head a 
to head with Jason in a struggle for Cheryl's affection, the e 
resolution of which is so wonderfully skewed in a way only = 
Larry David could organize; it couldn't have concluded any gg 
other way. A 

= 
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music editor 
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There’s something particular 
about Wes Anderson’s films 
(beyond the basic aesthetic caused 
by his constant use of a wide- 

angle lens (see: Rushmore, The 
Royal Tennenbaums, and The Life 
Aquatic with Steve Zissou). It rests 
somewhere in between his knack for 
soundtrack choice (the use of Nico’s 
“These Days” in Tennenbaums may 
be one of the best uses of a pop 

song in cinema ever), his ear for 
subtle but hilarious dialogue, and his 
distinct style that leaves the viewer 
wondering which time period the 
film is set in exactly. 


None of this changes with his 
first animated feature, The Fantastic 
Mr. Fox. Filmed with stop-motion 
animation, the film retains all of 
the subtleties and attention to detail 
given to every other of Anderson’s 
films while offering the viewer an 


entirely new and unbelievable world. 


This is the most important thing 

about Mr. Fox: Anderson refuses to 
treat his audience like idiots, despite 
the film’s target demographic. 


So what if there’s dialogue 
referring to existentialism? And so 

what if Mr. Fox uses a few French 

words that may go over the heads 

of a few kids (and probably just as = 
many adults)? And just what would 

be so terrible if a Mr. Fox’s internal = 
struggle between his animalistic 
instincts and the confines of society 
echoed Freud’s Civilization and Its 
Discontents? When did Hollywood 
decide that kids movies had to 
provide all of the answers? The 
totality of Anderson’s vision, from 
the tremendous sceneries of painted 
skies to the wonderful voice talents 
of George Clooney, Meryl Streep, 
and Bill Murray, paints a world on 
the screen that is as welcoming as it 
is new. 


In The Fantastic Mr. Fox, 
director Wes Anderson has managed 
to adapt and expand upon the Roald 
Dahl classic into a fresh feature- 
length animated film that is just as 
enjoyable for a twenty-something 
as it is for its target demographic. 
Simply put, it’s just fun 


H Christmas Carol 


Rob Guyla 
age editor 

| sincerely believe that Charles Dickens himself as Scrooge'’s flight patterns. The streets of London 
would be proud of Robert Zemeckis’s loyal and, are dark, desolate and colorless; Scrooge’s house 
at times, playful translation of A Christmas Carol. is mysterious, cavernous and empty; conversely, 
This is the first movie | have seen in 3-D (IMAX the living room of Fred and the workplace of Mr. 
3-D, no less), and | can honestly attest that it was Fezziwig are bright and alive. These scenes not only 
worth all fourteen dollars | paid to see it. Zemeckis, project, but embody their characters. 
as opposed to other filmmakers who use 3-D l 
technology almost as a gimmick, proves that he Zemeckis, perhaps more than any other 
is one of the few who are able to draw the line adaptation, preserves the spirit of Dickens’ beloved 
between content and technology. There isa good tale. He does not shy away from the horror of The 
amount of playing and experimenting with the Ghost of Christmas Yet fo Come, and the final 
technology: Scrooge flies Superman-style through half hour of the movie sent my heart pounding as 
the streets of London, skyrockets into space, and Scrooge holds onto a tree root suspended over his 
flees from a mysterious horse-drawn carriage after own coffin, clenching for dear life. Is A Christmas 
being shrunk to the size of a street rat. Carol a children’s movie? Not really, but, then again, 


Dickens's novel wasn't a children’s book either. 
The animation shifts and turns nearly as much 


p 


Scrooge j 
flies Superman- 
style through the 

streets of London, 
skyrockets into 
space, and flees 
from a mysterious 
horse-drawn 
carriage after 
being shrunk to 
the size of a street 
rat. 


Helen Mirren 


After a brief respite,.Mirren.smashed her way back into the 
American film industry in 2006 with her academy. award winning 
performance in The Queen, easily the crowning achievement of her 
illustrious career. She also played a supporting role in the critically 
successful “who-done-it” Gosford Park. In total, she has been 
nominated for Three Acting Oscars for The Queen, Gosford Park and 
The Madness of King George. She has also been successful on the tube, 
winning two emmies for her performances in Elizabeth I and Prime 
Suspect: The Final Act. 

Currently, Mirren has two movies due to debut in the forthcoming 
year. The Debt, the story of the prosecution of Nazis during the 1960’s, 
and Red, where she will be acting alongside Bruce Willis, Morgan 
Freeman and John C. Reilly. 

Penelope Cruz could be the one to replace Helen Mirren. She has 
already been recognized several times for her supporting roles in Vicky 
Christina Barcelona and Volver, and is receiving a lot of buzz for her 
upcoming role in Nine. 

-Rob Gulya 


Woody Allen 


Annie Hall has become the standard for romantic comedies. It features Allen as 
its avatar, Alvy Singer, alongside Diane Keaton as his ditzy girlfriend, Annie. It had 
a much quirkier tone than other “rom coms” and showed Allen’s cynical outlook. 
The film won several awards including four academy awards, a BAFTA, and was 
recognized by the National Film Registry as “culturally significant” 

Allen has always been opposed to the American studio system and in recent 
years has been doing films shot in foreign locales. This past year, his Vicky Christina 
Barcelona was recognized by critics and recieved several awards, including four 
Golden Globes nominations and one win. His most recent project is You Will Meet a 
Tall Dark Stranger starring Antonio Banderas and Josh Brolin. 

Judd Apatow-While few qualify Apatow as “acclaimed”,the filmmaker 
influenced the romantic comedy genre similar to Allen. Despite making “screwball 
comedies” initially, Allen took the genre and turned it on it’s head with a more 
somber and cynical view. Apatow is well known for his off-beat “bromance” films. 
Still, there’s promise of growing maturity with “Funny People” a comedic yet tragic 
deconstruction of the comedic formula he pioneered. 

-Rob Cook 


arts & entertainment 


Helen Mirren in 
The Queen 


Meryl Streep in The 
Devil Wears Prada 


Clint Eastwood 


The Man With No Name Series-Clint Eastwood 
revolutionized the way we view westerns with his 
grizzled,nameless antihero. Directed by Sergio 
Leone, this series had it’s protagonist travelling 
to various western towns, leaving destruction in 
his wake. Eastwood portrayed this character in A 
Fistful of Dollars, For a Few More Dollars,and The 
Good, The Bad, and The Ugly. 

Recently, Eastwood has transitioned from action 
movie star into maverick director in this decade. His 
successes lude Mystic River,Letters from Iwo Jima, 
and Flags of our Fathers. He’s currently working 
on /nvictus, based on Nelson Mandela’s life during 
the 1995 Rugby World Cup in South Africa, and 
Hereafter, a thrilling starring Matt Damon as a 
reluctant psychic. 

At this point, the only one that I could see 
replacing Eastwood is James Franco, a multitalented 
actor-director and writer. He needs time to mature, 
but, when he truly comes into his own, he will 
surprise. 

-Rob Cook 


mae 3.2 
Woody Allen in 
Annie Hall 


Old age comes hard for most of us. Hell, at sixty, most of 
us are just happy to be in one piece. However, in light of 
The Fantastic Mr. Fox and Everybody’s Fine, the Arts and 
Entertainment staff at the Rutgers Review would like to 
salute these old actors (with an adverage age of 68!) who 
keep themselves fresh, providing the viewing public with 
constantly delightful performances. 


-Rob Gulya 


Meryl Streep 


If I have to tell you who Meryl Streep is, for shame! With 
chameleon looks and accents, Streep has earned thirteen Oscar 
nominations and two wins for her performances in a variety of 
film genres that span over thirty years. Trying to narrow down 
Streep’s work to one singular “best” is nearly impossible with 
dramas like Sophie's Choice and Out of Africa, to comedies like 
The Devil Wears Prada and Mamma Mia! There are few actors, 
male or female, who can compare with Streep, who at sixty, still 
has rising stock in Hollywood. 

Streep is continuing to expand her film genres by lending 
her voice to this year’s highly anticipated Fantastic Mr. Fox, 
which is currently in theatres. This Christmas, Streep will be 
starring in the comedy Jr Y Complicated with Steve Martin and 
Alec Baldwin. While it will be hard for anyone to ever “replace” 
Meryl Streep, Kate Winslet is closely following in her shadow. 
Winslet has the same versatility and depth, moving from projects 
like Sense & Sensibility and Titanic to Eternal Sunshine of the 
Spotless Mind and The Holiday. With such great potential there 
are no limits for these two phenomenal actresses. 

-Tara Young 


Clint Eastwoo 
A Fistful of Do 


Robert DeNiro 


Robert DeNiro is, no doubt, one of the b 
generation. Getting his start in Greetings in 1968; 
went one to be nominated for seven academy awards fo 
actor and win twice. He has an extensive career with Martin 
Scorese and Francis Ford Copolla. De Niro is famous for 
the preparation for every part he plays, and it shows in his 
exceptional work, even with mediocre scripts, evidenced in 
Men of Honor. 

DeNiro’s newest film, Everyone's Fine, which opened 
December 4, is receiving positive early reviews, and The Star- 
Ledger claimed that he has never played a more inspirational 
and moving role. Next year, DeNiro will reunite with Ben 
Stiller for Little Fockers, another sequel to the highly 
successful Meet the Parents. 

Appropriately, the only one who could replace De Niro 
in fact played beside him in one of his earliest roles. Perhaps 
the best young actor in Hollywood, Leonardo DiCaprio has 
several outstanding performances under his belt already. Like 
De Niro, Martin Scorese seems to have taken a strong liking to 
him, directing him in Gangs of New York, The Aviator and the 
upcoming Shutter Island. 

-Rob Gulya 
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CHRISTM 


By Lizzie Plaugic 
Potpourri Editor 


tart decking 
those halls, it’s 
that time of 


year again. Well, December 
anyway. And that means that 
all those summer barbeque 
jams will move down on your 
Top 25 Most Played music 
list, and Christmas songs will 
be movin’ on up. Christmas 
music is impossible to avoid 
in December, and impossible 
to listen to at any other 

time. Why is an entire genre 
of music confined to one 
month out of the year? It’s 
cool to listen to your punk 
rock records year-round, but 
start spinnin’ some James 
Brown Christmas 
melodies in 
April, and all 
you ll get is e 

raised eyebrows 

and sarcastic remarks of, 

“Uh, wrong season”. Really? 
WRONG SEASON? Isnt 
that strange to anybody? 
Follow me now. Imagine 

you could only listen to Fleet 
Foxes in June and Radiohead 
in February. Regardless of the 
fact that Radiohead is getting 
fucked over because February 
is short, this idea would 

be considered utterly 


idiculous if anyone 


(Y 
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actually tried to enforce it. 


Christmas 
music a year-round 
commodity. Christmas 
albums wont be restricted 
to release dates post- 
Thanksgiving. And Christmas 
music will share equal airplay 
time with every other genre 
of music — even during the 
holiday season. I think one of 
the reasons Christmas music 
gets a bad rap is because since 
December came, the weather 
outside must be frightful, 
the chestnuts 


e on be 
roasting on 
open fires, and Christmas 
music must play. Nonstop. By 
the time Christmas Eve rolls 
around, the sound of Santa’s 


sleigh bells makes most people 


want to gag from “Jingle Bells” 


overload. So if we think of 
Christmas music as we would 
think of any other genre of 
music, and stop cramming 

as much of it as we can 

into a 30-day span, then we 
should be able to seamlessly 
incorporate it into our daily 
lives. 


nd [ll be 
honest with 
you: some 


as 


o let’s all get 
behind me on 
this one, or PI 


tell the big guy in the red suit 


Christmas music just plain 
sucks. “Christmas Shoes” is 
awful, and if I hear Mariah 
Carey tell me that the only 
present she wants is me to put coal in your stocking. 
underneath her Christmas And if you're still saying that 
tree again, I may burn down Christmas music is lame and 
an evergreen forest. And yes, lacking in any sort of musical 
some songs are classics --Bing substance, just humor me, 


because it’s Christmas, 


Crosby can definitely belt out a 


For 


tune-- but some Christmas 

a ent. 
ory: 

"Fe seo" 


for goodness 


classics are, at no sake. 


fault e 


Bing’s, 
overplayed. But a lot 
of it is fun as hell to listen to. 
Now, slow down and keep your 
hip pants on, because I repeat: 
Christmas music is fun to 
listen to. And with Bright 
Eyes and Sufjan Stevens 
making Christmindie 
(Christmas indie) albums, 
and the likes of Yo La 
Tengo, Tom Waits 
and the Flaming 
Lips throwing down 
Christmas tracks, 
you can totally talk 
about it on your 
music blog and 
still seem hip as 
shit. Win for 


you. 


eam 


The Legend of Zelda: Ocarina of Time 
contains some of the most iconic 
scenes in video gaming; including 
Link’s first venture into Hyrule Field and 
the defeat of Ganon’s final form in the 
climax. Accompanying these scenes 
are beautiful leitmotifs that capture the 
feeling of adventure that defines the 
series. 


Team Teamwork, a group of remix 
maestros based in Somerville, 
Massachusetts, decided to take these 
legendary themes and combine them 
with various hip hop tracks from 
popular artists such as Busta Rhymes 
and Jay-Z. At first, the idea of merging 
the earthy and epic tunes of Ocarina 
of Time with the urban grittiness of hip 
hop seemed like a 

silly novelty. | came to realize that 
Teamwork had actually made intelligent 
choices in what 

songs to remix and the final result is 
quite good. 


The first track is Clipse’s Virginia 
combined with the Lost Woods theme. 
The childlike, upbeat tone of the theme 
provides a great contrast to Clipse’s 
dark prose of drug dealing and 
violence. Fans of the original Virginia 
will probably find this a very jarring mix. 
This is one of the oddest combinations 
given the intense subject matter of 

the lyrics, but it serves as kind of an 
introduction into this world Teamwork 
has created where two distinct realms 
have come together. 


My favorite two tracks on the album 

is Jay-Z’s No Hook combined with the 
Meeting The Owl theme and Slim Thug 
and Mike Jones’ Still Tippin combined 
with the Great Fairy’s Theme. On No 
Hook,Jay-Z tells a coming of age tale 
with no chorus which is a great parallel 
to the Owl ushering Link into his 
journey. While No Hook/Meeting The 
Owl is great for its narrative parallel, Still 
Tippin/Great Fairy Theme simply 
sounds beautiful. The two rappers 
southern drawl flows serenely over the 
dreamy tone of the Great Fairy Theme 
like an urban fantasy brought to life. 


This album is an amazing fusion of 
two very different forms of music and 
shows the talents of Team Teamwork. 
| reccomend it to anyone who’s a fan 
of Legend of Zelda or hip hop. You 
can find these tracks and more of 
their work on teamwork.bandcamp. 
com, myspace.com/teamteamwork, or 
8tracks.com/teamteamwork 


eamwork- 
Ocarina of Rhyme 


By Rob Cook 
Culture Editor 


By Irene Geller 
Contributing Writer 


Top Records You Havent 


"At first, the idea of merging the 
earthy and epic tunes of Ocarina 
of Time with the urban grittiness 
of hio hop seemed like a silly nov- 
elty. | came to realize that Team- 
work had actually made Intelligent 
choices in what songs to remix" 


Artwork By Irene Geller ON 


Ho 


he Doves - Kingdom of Rust 
Andrew Bird - Noble Beast 
Neon Indian - Psychic Chasms 


Phoenix - Wolfgang Amadeus Phoenix 


Grizzly Bear - Veckatimest 


Method Man & Redman - Blackout 2! 
Animal Collective - Merriweather Post Pavilion 
David Bazan - Curse Your Branches 


Múm - Sing Along to Songs You Don’t Know 
The Thermals - Now We Can See 


Jay-z - The Blueprint 3 
The Antlers - Hospice 
Wilco - Wilco (the album) 


Heard This Year... «~rao 


Why? - Eskimo Snow 

Built to Spill - There Is No Enemy 

Lisa Hannigan - Sea Sew 
The Rentals - Songs About Time 

American Steel - Dear Friends & Gentle Hearts 


Dear Landlord - Dream Homes 
The xx - The xx 
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JAMMING ECONO 
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f there’s one great thing basement punk scene. basement. As weird as it sounds, 
about a New Brunswick Released on October that’s what the band does best. 
basement show, it’s that, 18, their breakthrough record, It shakes it up for four minutes, 
for $5 and a backpack full Heavy Days, features an calms it down for three more, 

of Pabst, it’s generally a good assortment of noisy grunge-punk and sends you dancing for the 


way to spend a Friday night. 
Of course, there are always 
exceptions. On one random 
October Thursday, my best 
friend and | ended up ina 
basement, awkwardly trying to 
listen to a German man who 
personified Sascha Baron 
Cohen's “Bruno”. I’m serious. 
But sometimes you 
come across a great basement 
show. You buy the LP and a 
shirt, stay up all night listening 
to every myspace song they 
have posted. If you were lucky songs, and for a lo-fi record, it’s rest of the album. 


photo by bekah cope 


enough to see Jawbreaker’s pretty impressive. With a three- On a lot of the songs, | 
Blake Schwarzenbach play a string guitar and a small drum can’t help but hear a familiarity 
packed basement with his new kit, JEFF manages to sound like of sorts from all different genres. 
band, forgetters, I’m sure you the offspring of Devo and Black For a couple seconds it sounds 
know that feeling. And if you’ve Moth Super Rainbow. Weird, like a bad Fugazi cover band at 
heard of JEFF the Brotherhood, but somehow it works, and each a senior prom, and then a few 

a psychedelic punk band from song is just as gut-wrenchingly seconds later, | hear the Beach 
Nashville, Tennessee, you’ve surprising as the next. Boys intertwined with Greg 
ee "JEFF the Brotherhood will play a 


day when they arrive in the flesh 


to play a show in our great city. show anywhere. AS brothers, Jake 
eae tek and Jamin Orrall (ex-Be Your Own 


consider ourselves that lucky. 


JEFF the Brotherhood will Pet guitarist and drummer) have 


play a show anywhere. As 


brothers, Jake and Jamin Orrall Played an assortment of backyards, 
(ex-Be Your Own Pet guitarist rooftops, art galleries and basements 


and drummer) have played 


an assortment of backyards, all over the country since 2006. " 
rooftops, art galleries and 

basements all over the country One of my favorite Ginn’s solid guitar-playing. They 
since 2006. Sharing bills with trackson Heavy Days is “Bone mix sounds as perfectly as three 
Sonic Youth, Ted Leo and the Jam”, a post-punk dance tune strings and a couple drums can, 
Pharmacists and Jay Reatard, full of messy guitar riffs and leaving your ear drums pretty 
these two brothers have made echoing lyrics. “U Got the satisfied and your head still 


Look” illuminates the album’s bobbing. 

punk side, Just like their split with 

and sounds Screaming Females, Heavy 

Bike Rivers Days is totally unpredictable and 
“Cuomo and unpredictably enjoyable, filling 

Kurt Cobain venues up and down the East 
recorded a coast with raw, basement-quality 

Jjam session punk for the album’s entire 31 
ogether ina minutes. 


)\ By Ed Reep | E 


Contributing Writer 


Some songs are just bad music. The 
tuned aren’t very strong, the instrumén- 
tation is bland, and they simply do ‘not 
produce an enjoyable experience-by 
virtue of “sound in time 
that expresses ideas and 
emotions in significant 
forms through the ele- 
ments of rhythm, melody, 
harmony, and color” (to 
use the dictionary, defini- 
tion of “music” ). 


‘They may still be great 
songs, though, because 
of the lyrics. They can 
produce an enjoyable 
experience through “the 
art of rhythmical com- 
position, written or spo- 
ken, for exciting pleasure by beautiful, 
imaginative, or elevated thoughts” or, 
simply, ‘good poetry’- contained within 
the lyrics. 


In every lyrical song, there are always 
two forces at play that can contribute to 
the song’s quality. They are the music 
and the poetry. As long as the song suc- 
ceeds in one of these aspects, a listener 
will usually enjoy themselves, and if it 
succeeds on both counts, then that is 
one special song which can be appreci- 
ated in multiple ways. There are also 
instances where a song cannot work 
solely as music or as poetry but needs 
elements from both to produce an over- 
all enjoyable experience. 
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As anote, it is generally much harder to 


create good poetry than it is to create 
good music. This doesn’t-have anything 
to do with the-actual creative synthesis 
as-thos€ processes are usually similar 


thus a catchy tune or 
pretty instrumentation can 
generally be recognized 
and appreciated by a high 
proportion of people as 
compared to poetry. 


for both arts. It rather has to do with the 
fact that music has a greater universal 
appeal to human beings (for whatever 
reason in our design), so thus a catchy 
tune or pretty instrumentation can gen- 
erally be recognized and initially appre- 
ciated by a high proportion of people as 
compared to poetry. 


Much of the joy people derive from 
poetry comes from their personal 
experiences and perceptions as they 
relate to the words, so there is far more 
room for interpretation on the listeners’ 
part. This may be the reason why rap is 
such a polarizing genre as it relies much 
more heavily on lyrical poetry than 
other more widely admired genres such 
as rock or pop. 


~N 
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There also must be made a distinc- 
tio®between lyrics that exist as no 
more thana vocal instrument and lyrics 
which serve.an expressive purpose. The 
lyrics are acting as poetry, if 
the listener reacts to what 
the words mean. Oppositely, 
the lyrics are acting as music 
if the listener enjoys them 
simply for how they sound. 
‘This is a highly subjective 
interpretation, however. 


Consider that for an indi- 
vidual who listens to a song 
sung in a foreign language, 
the experience of the lyrics 
is generally always musi- 
cal. The 4th Movement to 
Beethoven’s 9th Symphony 
L whichincludes the “Ode to Joy”) is 
considered one of the great Romantic 
pieces of all time and rightfully so, but 
so much of what makes it such a beau- 
tiful song is the sound of the German 
lyrics, which don’t translate very well 
into English. Many Americans appreci- 
ate the song purely as music and adore 
it, but a German, who understands the 
meaning of the lyrics, may have a to- 
tally different way of appreciating that 
song, whether that experience is better 
or just as affecting, yet undeniably dif- 
ferent. It’s absurd to say that those who 
do not know a language have an advan- 
tage in enjoying songs in that language. 
‘The opposite ends of the spectrum E 
from music to poetry would obviousl = 


Resurrections From 


By Andrew Sheldon 
Music Editor 


Just about anyone with a general interest in 


CSL, Sil 


music recognizes The Beatles as having 
an unparalleled influence on popular 
music. Over the span of a single decade, 
The Beatles were able to take elements of 
American Boogie Woogie and old (then: 
new) fashioned Rock r Roll and create their 
own brand of pop through musical creativity 
and innovative production techniques. 

We all know this. 
However, a lot of people tend to forget the 
other great psychedelic pop bands of the 
late 60s, bands that are obscured by the 
overwhelming shadow cast by the incredible 
success of The Beatles. Though these 
bands never quite achieved the commercial 
success that graced The Beatles, they were 
sometimes just as innovative and almost 
always just as enjoyable. 


THE TURTLES 


There's probably a pop-song purgatory 
existing out in nothingness somewhere 

full of indiscriminate hooks and catchy 
melodies of yesteryear. If such a place does 
exist, then The Turtles’ “Happy Together” 

is definitely resting for eternity between 
The Knack’s “My Sherona” and the 

Beegees’ “Stayin Alive”. These songs were 
so popular that they became a part of the 
pop-culture lexicon, each popping up at 
clichéd moments, forcing the audience to 
memorize their choruses and internalize 
their melodies without realizing. (The result 
is a bitter disdain not dissimilar to Alex De 
Large’s reaction to his aversion therapy in A 
Clockwork Orange.) 

In the case of The Turtle’s “Happy 


Together”, this is a terrible injustice to an 
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Purgatory 


otherwise great song. Sure it’s been in movies and television 
from numerous episodes of The Simpsons to Freaky Friday 
(even worse: it was covered by Simple Plan), but maybe it’s 
one of those songs you've just heard too many times. And 
it’s also probably one of those songs that you've heard too 
many times but never really listened to in the first place. But 
the rest of their back catalogue is full of pop-gems just as 
enticing as “Happy Together”. 

“You Baby” is a brighter tune than “Happy Together’; its 
tune is rooted in a major key and there are no psychopathic 
undertones hinting that the relationship exists only in the 
protagonist’s head. As with any great pop-song of the time, 
it is carried by a solid drumbeat and a soaring, harmonic 
chorus. 

“Elenore” is maybe the perfect blend of both tracks: it begins 
in a minor key as vocalist Howard Kaylan sings to the object 
of his affection through an almost haunting melody. ‘This 
tone is then broken by the chorus which 
punches by shifting keys and attitude to a 
major key. If there’s a better pop chorus than 
this one, I haven't heard it. 


THE ZOMBIES 


The Zombies remain another band residing 
in the obscurity of pop-song purgatory, being 
most famous for their song, “Time of the 
Season’ and for originally doing that song 
you probably thought Elliott Smith wrote 
(“Care of Cell 44”). Fans of Wes Anderson 
will also recognize their song “The Way I Feel 
Inside” from his film The Life Aquatic with 
Steve Zissou. Prominently featured during 

a funeral for one of the film’s characters, the 
somber a cappella melody compliments the 
scene brilliantly. The song builds subtlety, 
filling out with a soft organ and a subtle bass, 
as vocalist Colin Blunstone croons the song’s 
hopeless lyrics. 

Their album Odessey and Oracle is a 1968 
rock gem full of great pop songs from start 
to finish. The record opens with melodic 
heaven: a simple piano melody as the 
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ou've just 


eard too many 
times. But it's 
also probably 
one of those 
songs you've 
heard too 
many times that 
you ve never re- 
ally listened to in 
the first place." 


introduction to “Care of Cell 44”, the 
most upbeat love song ever written about 
imprisonment. Songs like “Brief Candles”, 
“Hung Up ona Dream”, “I Want Her She 
Wants Me” and “Friends of Mine” all play 
on a similar theme: simple, driving drums, 
bright guitars and catchy melodies- but 

all still manage to alter slightly in their 
delivery. Other standout tracks include 

the beautifully nostalgic “This Will Be 
Our Year” and the darker “Butcher’s Tale 
(Western Front 1914)”, an organ driven 
protest song that Colin Meloy wishes he 
wrote. 


THE VELVET UNDERGROUND 


Within recent history, The Velvet 
Underground has finally started getting 
their dues despite their lack of commercial 
success during their career. And like 


The Turtles and The Zombies, The 


Velvet Underground’s music has become 


surrounded by a particular stigma they 
probably never guessed would have ever 
existed. Their debut record is probably 
more famous for the artwork of a yellow 
banana designed by Andy Warhol than its 


ten tracks of droning, mellow pop tunes. 


ONAOCAROGONNA LJA TA 


With their second release White Light / White 
Heat, the band dropped its relationship with 
Warhol to explore a different direction. Full 

of noise rock, jam segments and unorthodox 
song structure, White Light is the most 
distressing and intense release from The Velvet 
Underground. The album features “The Gift”, 
an eight minute track that features music in the 
right ear, and a single voice reading a short story 
in the left. 

Their third, self-titled album, is a complete 
one-eighty from the jarring feedback. ‘The 
record opens with the chilling “Candy Says”, 

a song written for a transvestite and regular 
figure at Warhol’s Exploding Plastic Inevitable. 
Another one of the most delicate songs on 

the record is “Pale Blue Eyes”, a devastating 
song of unrequited love told from the hopeless 
perspective of songwriter Lou Reed. This 
record is also unique in that it features the only 
Velvet Underground song in which drummer 
Mo Tucker sings the lead vocal- the playful 
sounding “After Hours”. 
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By Samuel Deutsch 
Contributing Writer 
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ax Mandelbaum 

turned his head to 

the left and then 

the right, to make 

sure nobody was 

in the dairy aisle 
of the grocery store. He tore open a gallon 
container of 2% milk, turned it upside down, 
and let a stream of it pour out onto the floor 
into a little pool. Max got down on all fours 
and started rolling around in the pool, lapping 
at the milk profusely with his narrowed 
tongue. Up until a week before, Max was a 
professor of cultural anthropology at Rutgers 
University, specializing in the domestic life of 
Ancient Egypt. He had just picked up a large 
quantity of LSD stuffed into a backpack, and 
was walking the several blocks back to his 
apartment when a downpour of torrential rain 
forced him to run the remaining blocks. The 
rain dissolved the acid and it seeped in through 
the pores on his back. The pores soaked up 
the liquid and conveyed all of the LSD to 
his brain within a span of ten minutes. Max 
passed out in an alleyway and received a series 
of revelations that touched upon everything 
from the origin of time and the universe, to 
the unity of all religions and the relationship 
between good and evil. The second to last 
revelation Max received was that he was 
the promised messianic figure of all world 


religions. The last revelation he received was 
that he was, in fact, a cat. 

Max’s revelations had totally altered his life. 
He hadnt been to school in a week, and he 
had adopted a newfound literal interpretation 
of all religious texts. Accordingly, he became 
convinced that as the local C-Town grocery 
store had mass quantities of milk and honey, it 
would be a suitable place for him to establish 
his kingdom of heaven and earth and rule 

for a thousand years. As a cat, he was also 
drawn to the milk independently of religious 
convictions. 

A newly hired stock boy turned a corner 
towards the dairy aisle when he saw Max 
rolling around in the milk, contorting and 
shaking like he was having the world’s greatest 
orgasm and receiving electroconvulsive shock 
therapy at the same time. The boy dropped 
the cartons of eggs he was carrying and they 
cracked on the floor, spreading yellow and 
white streams of ooze that trickled in the 
direction of the milk. “What the... Marcy! 
Marcy! There’s a crazy white guy in the dairy 
section. Call the police!” 

“What’s he doing?” 

“Um. You have ro see.this for yourself.” 
Marcy walked over from the front of the 
store and stared in disbelief. After taking the 
scene in for a moment she burst out laughing, 
exclaiming, “I always said white people were 
the craziest!” 

Right at that moment two men in ski 

masks barreled through the front doors and 
shouted, “This is a hold up. Someone get 

up to the register and give us the cash. Be 
cool.” Everybody in the store shrieked and 
reluctantly scrambled over to the front of the 


“Call the I 
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store. Marcy started to run to the register, 
but she started slipping on the milk and 
egg mixture, and grabbed hold of a box 

in a stupid attempt to keep from 
falling. Marcy and several 


boxes of cake mix came 
crashing down to 


the floor emptying their 
contents all over the dairy aisle. 
“What was that? Ron, go see what that 
crash was!” 
Ron, a petty criminal who was sweating 
bullets on his first attempt at “doing 
something with his life”, as Maurice, his 
accomplice put it, ran in the direction of 
the dairy aisle. 
“Um. Maurice! You have to see this!” 
“Tm kind of busy Ron. What is it?” 
Maurice shouted. 
“A guy and a woman are on the floor in a 
big pool of I dont know what. The guy’s 
licking the stuff. You have to see this.” 
“Ron! What did I tell you about being a 
professional? Handle the situation and 
come back to the front of the store. 
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Ron stared at Marcy and Max for a 
moment. “Um, sorry guys. I need to take 
both of you up to the front.” Marcy started 
getting up and Max shot Ron an angry 
glance and hissed at him. Ron was walking 
over to help Marcy up when he slipped, fell 
backward and banged his head against the 
bottom of one of the shelves, passing out, 


unconscious, and letting 


us?" 


Marcy fall back down 
on the ground for a second time. 

“Ron what was that? Are you okay?” 
Maurice ran towards the dairy aisle. 
Upstairs, in a studio apartment located 
above the grocery store, Delicious, a 
hairdresser who just had a nasty break-up 
with her boyfriend had decided to take 
her own life. Instead of turning on the gas 
on her stove and choking on the fumes, 
she wanted to go out in a more theatrical 
way. She took a last drag of a Virginia Slim 
cigarette and sighed, “This one’s for you 
Ron.” Delicious was Ron’s ex-girlfriend 
and had no idea that Ron was directly 
below her. She turned on the gas and all 
was silent for a second, until the gas hi 
cigarette and a huge ball of fi 


shattering the windows 


: By Merichelle Villapand l 
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w4m.-21-azn bff (East Village) miscategorized 
unn prohibited 


Date: 2009-12-13, 5:56PM EST spam/overpost 
( Reply To This Post ) 
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need azn bff replacement! must be tan and skinny. must be cute and huggable. 


» Location: my pants 
» it's NOT ok to contact this poster with services or other commercial interests 


PostingID: 1508606698 


artwork by Irene Geller 
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Preface: One day | realized all my azn best friends had left me. Jason went to LA. Andy 
left Rutgers. Francis abounded to Boston. Instead of turning to FML, | turned to craigslist 
and sought an answer... 
w4m-21 -azn bff (East Village): need azn bff reolacement! must be tan and skinny. must 
be cute and huggable. 


hmmm... Ammmmmmmm... hmımmmmmmmm... are you a real person??? | guess I'll find out if you 
reply... iguess we have a couple of options here... we can fall madly in love and start a internet relation- 
ship... and we can even get a priest to marry us in a live chat ceremony... or we can get together for a cup 
of tea (shots of tequila are cool too) and have some stimulating conversation... and after i validate that 
NOU re actually a cute girl we’ll talk about the whole marriage thing lol... by the way my names Moses! you 
can just call me sexy ... and funny... u can reply to realeyezzz@tmail.com... ttyl! 


mmmmm, bff. i might be just that, lol. 

23, korea. 

what did one snowman say to the other snowman? 
mmmm, smells like carrots. 


We sound perfect match. 32 asian male, 5’8 & 165. 


ineed a new bff. i just broke up with my bff after 2 yrs and 10 yrs of history so yea. kinda sucks. a 
new female bff could help me deal with all this stuff. 


I’m asian. 22. college graduate. lol definitely corny with a sense of humor and very hugga 
ble. several friends can vouche for me on that. only thing i lack is the skinny aspect. yea. not 
really skinny at all. ill understand if that is a feature u desire so. just let me know. It’d be nice 
to find a new bff, especially from like the last place anyone would look lol. 

Johnny. 


| fit your catagory 


What happens to your x bff? you didn’t kill him did you?. I'll send 
you my pic, if he’s still alive. 


Olfactory 


f Axe Body Spray commer- 

cials counts as a reliable 

source of information, (and 
I’m gonna say they do), then smell is 
the strongest sense tied to memory. 
And this being the case, then one 
would assume that you would always 
want to smell good, (and therefore, 
never wear Axe Body Spray). You 
wouldn’t want someone to walk past a 
garbage truck or a public pool and be 
reminded of that night they spent with 
you. It follows then that certain scents 
remind people of certain things: the 
smell of saltwater brings you back to 
beach, but the smell of socks conjures 
up images of feet. Demeter Fragrance 
Library claims to create scents that 
are meant to bring back memories 
when you wear them. And memories 
are a good thing — I just don’t want to 
smell like one. Here are just a hand- 
ful of the over 200 fragrances Demeter 
offers to “make you remember your 
first kiss, your first date, or your first 
love” (which in itself is a strange claim 
because why are the only mentioned 
memories romantic ones? But that’s 
another story.) Anyway, here we go: 


Play-Doh. Yes, Play-Doh, 
1 that fluorescent-colored clay 
© stuff you played with as a kid. 
Demeter created this scent to cel- 
ebrate the 50th birthday of Play-Doh, 
and, having smelt the fragrance, I can 
tell you that it does smell exactly like 
Play-Doh. So it’s great that Demeter 
is true to its word and all, but who 
wants to smell like they just rubbed a 
kindergartener all over themselves? 
Whiskey ‘Tobacco. I’m not 
sure what to make of this fra- 
@ grance, because it’s not called 


O 


Potpourri Editor 


Whiskey and ‘Tobacco, it’s called Whis- 
key ‘Tobacco. Like whiskey-flavored 
tobacco. Bottled. I would however, 
like to smell it just for the satisfaction 
of knowing what memory stored deep wre 
in the recesses of my mind would be 
recalled by the inhalation of Whiskey 
‘Tobacco. 
Necco Sweethearts. I can’t 
3 say that I’ve ever actively 
@ smelled a Necco Sweetheart, 
but from what I can remember, Sweet- 
hearts don’t have a scent. If someone 
asked me to make a fragrance that 
smelled like Sweethearts, it would be 
like asking me to make a turtle noise. 
Laundromat. Now I’m a huge 
A fan of the smell of laundry, but 
6 Laundromat? Don’t laun- 
dromats smell like takeout and moth 
balls? And detergent, I guess. But 
mostly takeout and moth balls. 
Dirt. Actually, wait. I kind of 
like the smell of dirt. 
© 
think the folks at 
Demeter Fragrance 
Library just sit around 
eating bag after bag of Bertie Bott’s 
Every Flavor Beans and make the fla- 
vors into fragrances. Bacon scent, any- 
one? Reminds you of breakfast! Earth- 
worm? Pair it with Dirt and Grass and 
you got yourself a garden! But really, I 
shouldn’t mock these scents because 
Demeter’s doing the world a favor 
by reminding everyone of their most 
cherished memories, one fluid ounce 
at a time. And so, I sincerely hope that 
reading about these fragrances remind- 
ed you all of your first kiss, at which 
time you were either 6-years-old, with 
an old man, washing your clothes in a 
public place, or covered in dirt. 


By Lizzie Plaugic gy 
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